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one evening, with a bundle, which Barbara, in hopes it might turn
out to be some valuable present, fixed her eyes upon with great
attention. " You will never guess," said Wilhelm.
Great was the surprise of Mariana, great the scorn of Barbara,
when the napkin being loosened gave to view a perplexed multi-
tude of span-long puppets. Mariana laughed aloud, as Wilhelm
set himself to disentangle the confusion of the wires, and show
her each figure by itself. Barbara glided sulkily out of the room.
A very little thing will entertain two lovers; and accordingly
our Mends, this evening, were as happy as they wished to be.
The little troop was mustered; each figure was minutely examined,
and laughed at, in its turn. King Saul, with his golden crown
and his black velvet robe, Mariana did not like; he looked, she
said, too stiff and pedantic. She was far better pleased with
Jonathan, his sleek chin, his turban, his cloak of red and yellow.
She soon got the art of turning him deftly on his wire; she made
him bow, and repeat declarations of love. On the other hand, she
refused to give the least attention to the prophet Samuel, though
Wilhelm commended the pontifical breastplate, and told her that
the taffeta of the cassock had been taken from a gown of his own
grandmother's. David she thought too small, Goliath was too
large; she held by Jonathan. She grew to manage him so featly,
and at last to extend her caresses from the puppet to its owner,
that, on this occasion, as on others, a silly sport became the in-
troduction to happy hours.
Their soft, sweet dreams were broken in upon by a noise
which arose on the street. Mariana called for the old dame,
who, as usual, was occupied in furbishing the changeful materials
of the playhouse wardrobe for the service of the piece next to be
acted. Barbara said, the disturbance arose from a set of jolly
companions, who were just then sallying out of the Italian Tavern,
hard by, where they had been busy discussing fresh oysters, a
cargo of which had just arrived, and by no means sparing their
champaign.
" Pity,'* Mariana said, " that we did not think of it in time;
we might have had some entertainment to ourselves."
" It is not yet too late," said Wilhelm, giving Barbara a louis-
d'or: " get us what we want; then come and take a share with
us."
The old dame made speedy work; ere long a trimly-covered
table, with a neat collation, stood before the lovers. They made

